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4,9 The Tragedy 0/ Othello 

Then to fufpition. 

Otb. I will not.. 

lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My fpcech (hould fall into fucb vile fucceffe, 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafsio's my worthy friends 
My Lord,! fee you are moou’d, 

Otb. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but ‘Dtfdemenas honeft. 

lag. Long liue {he fo,and long Hue you to thinke lo. 
Otb. And yet bow nature erring from it felfe. 
fag. 1, there’s the point : as to be bold with you. 

Not to afFeft many propofed matches. 

Of her ownec 1 ime,cotnplexion,and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all thing?, nature tends •, 

Fie we may fmell in fuch a will moft ranke, 

Foule difproportion.thoaghts vnnaturall„ 

But pardon me t I doe not in pofition, 

Diftio&ly fpeake of her,tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better iu 'gement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent. x 
Oth. Farewell, if more. 

Thou doeft p?rceiue,let me know more,let on 
Thy wifetooblerue : leaueroe lags. 

It “ 15 ^ create 

Secs, and knowes mdfc,much more then le vn 

Jag My Lord, l would 1 might intrcat y our nonoui , 
To lean this thing no further .lease it to time. 

And though tis lit that C afsio haue his place, , 

( For Cure he fills it vp with great ability,) 

Yetifyou pleafe toholdhim effa Whue, 

You {hall by thar,perceiue him and his meanes ; 

Note if your Lady ftraine her entertaioemcnt, 
Withany ftrong or vehement importunity. 

Much will be ftene in that.inthe roeane time. 

Let me be thought too bufic in my fcarcs, 

(As worthy caufe I haue,to feare lam .) 
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the Moore of Venice. 

And hold her free,! doe befeech your honour. 

Otb. Feare not my gouernemenr. 
lag. I once more take my leaue. p «~v 

* &Uowe’s of exceeding honefty 

And knowes all quantities, with a learned fpiric 

Tho tS C r C m ngS: If 1 d ° C P roouc her h Wrd, 

Tho that her Icffes were my deare heart ftrinls 

I de whittle her offjand let her dewne the wind * 

To prey at fortune. Happily,f 0 r I am blacke* 

ThirS 6 n u thof * foft P arts of conuerfation* 

That Chatnbcrers haue,or for I am declind 

Into the vale of ycares,yet that’s not much 
bhee s gone, 1 am abus’d,and my releife * 

Mutt be to loath her > O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToade, 

And hue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones 
Prerogatiu’J are they leffe then the bafe * 

Tis defteny,vnfhunnable,like death ; 

Eucn then this forked plague is fated to vs, 
™ c f ( |? c quicken* Defdtmom comes, 

Ir lhe be falfc,0 then heauen mocks it felfe. 

He not beleeue it. 

Enter Defdsmom and Eroitlia. 

Dtf. How now my deare OthtUo i 
Your dinner, and the generous Hander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. J am to blame. 

in*/" ,s yo “ r r P ?ech P° &int ? are you not well ? 

%! h : if, 3116 ® P a,nc . vpon my forehead, heare. 

r T ef 'u W \y t J h ? t ? w ! th watching, tvill away againe j 
I.et me but bind it hard, w s thin this houre 
It will be well. 

Otb. Your napkin is too little t 
Let it alone, come He go in with you. 

lam very forry that you are not wdL 
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